HENRY BROCKE
they make an admirable short story, as human
and moving as the rest of the book is remote
and dream-burdened. When we reach them
it is as if we had come out from an insub-
stantial lunary world into the full blaze of day.
It Is most curious how the reaction from
Swift's morose pessimism has instilled an energy
into the author's imagination, which Words-
worth, Herrick, Shakespeare, and Charlotte
Bronte left only dreamily acquiescent. Cer-
tainly, now for the first time we see it really
taking flight, cleaving the air on its own
strong wings. The power and beauty glow-
ing in these chapters are as tonic as the wind
sweeping across the broad green prairies where
the horses wheel and thunder. All Swift's
values are reversed. The Yahoo is as lovable
a creature as Swift's was hateful, and yet
remains Yahoo. The horses are still glorious
in their strength and beauty, but there is an
obscure patient glory in the spirit of their
slave which they cannot imagine. And it is
our Yahoo, with his dog-like fidelity and devo-
tion, who saves Henry Brocken. The horses
are closing in on them, bent on their destruc-
tion:

It was a long and arduous and unequal contest,    I wished
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